
fbeT rngedie of Richard D .of 

Edw-Bui I would break e an hundred cathes to raignconc 
Rich. And if it plcafe your grace to giue meleaucj (ye are. 
He ihevv your grace the way to fauc your oath. 

And difpoflefie king Henry ., from the Crowne. 

Tor . I prechee c Dic \ let me heave thy deuife. 
iiiV^.Then thus my Lord. An oath is of no moment 
Being not fworne betore a lawfull Magiftrate* 

Henne is none>but doth viurpe your right, 

And yet your grace (lands bound to him by oath* 

Then noble father rcloltie your ftlfcj 
And once more claimethe Crowne, 

Tor, I,laicft thou fo boy /why dien it fliall be (b, 

I am refolued to win the crowne or die. 

Edward, thou (halt to Edmond Brook? Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kentifhwen will willingly rife: 

Thou colen AdcmagnefoiXi ro Tforfoike flraight. 

And bid the Duke to vnuftervp his fouldiers, 

And come to me to Wakefield pvekntly. 

And Richard * thou to London liraight (halt poaft, 

And bid 'Richard Netull Earle of Warwick? 

To leaue the Cicte : and with his men of war, 

To meet me at faint ylibons ,ic n daics hence* 

My fclfe heeiein Sandhill caftle will prouide 
Both men and moi\ey to furder our attempts. 

Now what newes? Enter a Mejfengcr* 

AEef.My Lorchthe Qjieene with chime thowfand men, 

A ccompauied with the Earles of Cumberland, 

North umber kind, a n c I Wefrmerhnd i zn& others of the 
Houle of Lancafler , are marching towards Wakefield, 
Tobdicdgeyou in your Caftle hcere. 

Enter Sir John and Sir El ugh AEortimer , 

Torhc, A Gods name let them come. Coufen itfdwtfo 
cue poait yon hence l andboies,ftay you with me. 

Sir Ichn and Sir Hugh <*JAi or timers mine vnclcs, 

Y'are welcome to Sandall m an happy houre. 

The armie of the Queene means to befiedge vs, ^ 


7 orhe^nd B enrie the fixt. 

Sirlohn . She fhal not need my Lord,weeIe meet her in the 
Tor. What with fiue thoufand fouldiers vnde? (field. 
Rich A father, with fiue hundred for a need, 

A woman's gencrall,what fhould you fcare/ 

* Tor.Indeed many braue battailes haue I won 
In Normandy , when as the enemic 
Hath bin ten to one: and why flhould I now doubt 
Of the like fuccefle?! am refolu'd ; Come lets go. 

Earn . Lets martch away, I heare their drums. Exeunt 

<*sEUmes y and then entertheyonng Earle of 
'Ruthmd,and his T utor . 

Tutor, Oh flie my Lord, lets leaue the Caftle, 

And flie to Wakefield ftraighr. 

- Enter Clifford . 

Rut. O T utor looke where bloody Clifford comes. 

Of Chaplin awaic,thy priefthood faues thy life. 

As for the brat of diac accurled Duke 
Whofe father flew my father, he fhail die. 

T utor. Oh Clifford fpare diis tender Lord, leaft heauen 
Reuenge it oil diy head : Oh faue his life. 

C//£Souldiers awaie,and draghim hence perforce: 

Awaie with the viliaine. Exit die Chaplin. 

How now, what dead already for is it feare that 
Makes him clofe his ciesflle open them. 

Rut. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Iambe, 

And fo he walkes infulting ouer his praie. 

And fo he tunics againe to rend his limbes in funder: 

On f«^W,kill rnc with thy fword,and 
Notwichfucha cruell chreatning looke. 
lam to meane a fubiedt for thy wrath, 

bethoureuengd on men and let me hue. 

C/f ln vaine thou fpcakeft poore boy : my fathers blood. 

% L C tbe parage where thy words fliould enter, 

A«f. 1 hen let my fathers blood ope it againe. 
r/Ttj ln5an ^ ehjford^ope with him. 
vJn Ithy ^ethren heere, their hues and thine 
<crc not reuenge fuffkientfornie, 
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